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You Asleep? 
Author's Notes: 


Ooh, | had fun with this prompt. Hope you like it! 


"Man, | can't believe this shit” Slash had been complaining all goddamn day, and he wasn't losing steam as the 
night wore on. "No fuckin’ groupies, no fuckin’ decent food, shitty fuckin’ bus ride with no air conditioner... Ugh. 
What next?" 


Though he was one of my best friends, | hated when he got like that. Just fuckin’ whine, whine, whine, all the 


goddamn time when he was in those moods. Drove me fuckin’ apeshit. 


| watched with a silent eye roll as he jammed the key into the hotel door and opened it with a slam of his 
shoulder, not bothering to flick on the light as he tossed his bag into the inky darkness. 


A cringing shatter rent through the relative quiet of the late night. He only managed a giggling, "Oops," 


mischievously placing his fingertips over his grinning lips, turning around to peer up at me with a falsely 


innocent look beneath a few dangling curls. 


| wilted with exhaustion and anxiety. | was tired as hell and wanted nothing more than to just crawl into bed 
and pass the fuck out. Man, | hoped whatever that was didn't just bust into slicing shrapnel all over my bed. 
That motherfucker would be sleepin’ on the floor if that was the case. 


Slash disappeared into the black room, vanishing like a ghost, still fucking bitching to me, though | effectively 
drowned him out by that point. 


| consider it a special skill. A survival skill. Love the guy, but damn, he can be a pain in the ass sometimes. 


| groped along the wall, found the switch, and granted myself the light | needed for peace of mind Shards of 
bird shit yellow ceramic lamp lay all over the cheap, threadbare, forest green carpet, complete with black gum 
spots and cigarette burns, between our two beds, and that was fine with me. Not my problem. They could take 
that shit outta Slash's paycheck, not mine. 


| tossed my bag beside the bed and dove in head first, sprawling out on my belly with a groaning sigh of 
fatigue. | hugged the pillow and buried my face in it, paying no mind to the scents of chlorine and moth balls 
that should've signaled cleanliness, but | knew better considering the questionable facade of the hotel. | was too 


damn tired to care, and I've slept on worse in my day, anyway. 


The worn springs on the opposite bed squealed like a heavy weight had been dropped upon them and the 
television blared to life with a lively, “Alright! Lessee what the fuck this cow town's got on TV! Duff, man, ya 
got any preferences? Might just be Little House on the fuckin’ Prairie for our luck Do podunk towns even have 
porn? The fuck am | supposed to watch?" 


"| don't really care," | halfheartedly mumbled right into my pillow, eyes closed, muscles relaxed. "Just keep it 
down, man. l'm tired." 


| heard a small series of cracks, a sound | knew was a liquor bottle being opened. 


"Dude, it's only one thirty in the morning," Slash sniffed, emitting several loud glugs followed by an impressive 
belch | was too weary to compliment. "Want some coke or somethin’? | got a little.” 


"Nah," | shook my head, then forced myself to sit up to at least remove my boots and shirt before | knocked 
out. | tossed them in a disheveled pile right beside my bag, making sure to leave on my shorts just in case | 
was the victim of another one of Slash's pranks that could send me running naked, screaming, and flailing down 


the hall. Couldn't be too careful. 


| stuttered through my satisfying yawn, "l, |, Im good, man. Just.whatever you wanna do. | need some fuckin’ 
sleep, though." 


‘Suit yourself," he shrugged, his tanned skin glowing deep blue in the illumination from the television as | turned 
off the main light. His eyes were on me all the way back to the bed, snark playing across his smirking lips, 
"You gettin’ old on me? Goin' to bed early as fuck, fucker. Damn" 


"Whatever" My eyes did what had to be their thirty fifth roll that night as | crawled beneath the sheets, 
wary of something insect-like crawling on me, too. | curled on my side, facing his bed so | could watch the TV 
propped on the dresser at the far wall between us before falling asleep. "Just put somethin’ on and lemme 
sleep." 


"You got it, grandpa." 


| think | strained my eyes with another spin in their sockets. | ignored his chuckle and watched as he flipped 
through channels, making dismissing comments to himself with damn near each and every one. 


"No. No. No. Ugh, the fuck is this? No. Religious? | don't fuckin’ think so. News? No. Infomercial. OFF air. No. 
Ugh..the fuck. This place sucks!" 


The remote clattered violently against the far wall, then slammed down upon the TV with a loud bang of heavy 
plastic meeting plastic. 


| sighed in lethargic frustration and pulled the blanket closer to my face, closing my eyes and ignoring the 
pissy mutterings as Slash jerked himself from bed, retrieved the remote and sank right back where he was, a 
flint scraping and static fizzing as he resumed channel surfing. 

| heard two more dull bangs, which | assumed were boots flying from feet and tumbling to the floor, a soft 
poof which | figured was a shirt, then another strike of a lighter before several audible swallows and another 
burp, quieter this time, but still loud enough to make me twitch with irritation beneath my blanket. 

"Slash," | softly called, my voice already groggy, "shhh." 

"Sorry," he replied, a bit bitchy but nothing | couldn't handle. "G'night, your majesty" 

"Fuck you," | sneered back, smirking despite myself. "Goodnight, royal fool." 

"That's Mr. Royal Fool to you." 

"Shut up. Watch TV, shut up, and be still." 

"Yeah, yeah, yeah. Go the fuck to sleep, party pooper.” 

"Whatever," | whispered grumpily to myself. | snuggled the blanket closer to my cheek, sighed, and relaxed, 


wiggling a little to get comfortable, tuning into the sounds of some late night news reporter yammering on the 


TV. 


| was so fuckin’ tired it didn't take me long to drift off. Before | knew it the babbling of the chick on TV began 
to fade to silence. Visions began to play behind my closed eyes. | felt myself floating away, a pleasant, familiar 
vertigo gripping me. God, it was good to sleep. 

"Hey, Duff? Hey, man, you asleep?" 


| startled a little at the elevated whisper, a tingle of alarm prickling my head and chest. | wondered how long | 


had been out because my pillow was a little damp with drool. 

| cracked an eye, studying Slash with curious, sleepy caution, "What?" 

He sat up, fluffing his pillows and turning slightly face me. He fluidly gestured with his hands, expression very, 
very intense with thought, "How come, you know, is bread square, the meat sometimes round, and the cheese 
triangular? Like, the fuck's up with that? It doesn't make any sense to me. Like, I'm fuckin’ hungry, okay? | don't 
give a shit about your fuckin’ geometry lessons. Just gimme somethin’ to eat. Where | can taste everything in 
a single bite, too. Why all the empty bread space? What a glaring design flaw! It's a fuckin’ abomination, man" 
Most any other time | would've been more than willing to hash out such burning questions with him, but at 
that moment | was only taken aback enough to raise my head and scowl, perturbed, as he looked on, eyes 


round and interested, as if I'd provide helpful input. 


| shook my head, irritably grimacing, "Slash, man, just.. Just go to sleep. We'll.we'll talk about this in the 


mornin’, alright?" 


"Fine," he harrumphed and crossed his arms across his bare chest like a disappointed child, pivoting to face the 


television. "| thought it was a great observation" 
Dumbass 


My eyes rolled behind their lids. | nestled back down, making sure to scoot my pillow down a bit so | didn't lay 
right in the drool spot, and promptly proceeded to knock back out. 


"Duff. Hey. Psst! You asleep?" 
Another loud whisper. Another unwelcome fucking interruption 
| growled in growing frustration, squeezing my eyes shut as | spat, "What now, Slash?" 


"Hey, | was just thinkin." he said, easy and musing as you please, the bed springs squeaking as he likely rolled 


on his side to face me, "you ever think about how many nipples there are in the world?" 


"Uh..." | frowned with my eyes still closed, making a grudgingly intrigued, yet disturbed and annoyed face. 


"Excuse me?" 
Ugh. Why didn’t | fake Steven up on his gift of Quaaludes? 


"Seriously. Like, for real" | opened my eyes enough to see him indeed facing me, jolly and animated as a girl at 
her first sleepover, his fist propping up his smirking, musing face. "How many nipples there are in the world. 
Like, everyone has two, right? Maybe more since people can have extra ones. But, like, what about all the 
nipples animals have? That's a fuckton of nipples. How many nipples do you think there are, huh? | bet, like, a 


few billion" 
| shut my eyes again, eager for silence. "Slash.." 


"Think about ‘em, all those fuckin’ nipples in the world." he continued pondering, probably with fantastical mental 
images. "Hey! That reminds me.. What do you call them extra nipples people have?" 


"Slash." | grit my teeth, trying and failing to politely hiss. 


"I knew a guy who had a couple extra ones. Was fuckin weird. Not as weird as puffy nipples on a guy, though. 


Those freak me out." 


| finally broke like a twig in hurricane-force winds, seeing red, desperate for sleep. | seized the second pillow 


from behind me and threw it full force, smacking him right in the face, furiously bellowing, "Slash!" 


"Huh?" He unglued the pillow from his face, speedily propping it beneath his side and curiously eyeing me, 
rubbing at the side of his face as | glared daggers at him. "What's up? Why you yelli? And don't throw shit 
at me! The zipper hit me in the eye, dude!" 


| was so pissed my voice slathered with venom, "Man, if you don't shut the fuck up in the next two seconds 
l'm gonna cram this pillow so fuckin’ far down your throat you'll be shittin’ polyester cotton balls for three 
goddamn weeks! Shut the fuck up and go to the fuck to sleep!" 


| gave my pillow a few punches, indeed picturing his smarter-than-a-dumb-motherfucker face grinning back at 


me as my fist buried in it, then plopped back down, huffing with blistering frustration. 


Fine, asshole," he snipped back, a nasty sneer in his tone. "Just tryin’ to share my thoughts and have 


conversation with you. No need to be such a fuckin’ dickface." 


‘lm tryin’ to sleep!" My reply was more a plea than an actual reprimand. "And | have enough weird thoughts 
of my own, thank you very much. Now, go the fuck to sleep or at least just fucking lay there fucking silent 


until you pass out. Leave me the fuck alone!" 


| yanked the blanket over my head, throwing myself on my side with a final, searing glare his way. My eyes 
slammed shut and | drew a long sigh, attempting to calm my pounding heart and resume some semblance of 


relaxation before | woke up for good. 
“Leave me the fuck alone," | heard, mocking and singsong, muttered beneath his breath. "Asshole. Fuck you." 


| cracked an infuriated eye, rearranging the blanket so | had a tiny air hole through my protective shell, seeing 


him angrily flop to his back and light a cigarette. 
Fuck you too, motherfucker, | internally seethed. Go the fuck to sleep, 


| squirmed with agitation for several minutes, listening to Slash huff and puff and murmur annoyed grumbles 
and burps that | could tell he tried to put vengeful ass behind, but they wound up sounding like soft poofs as 
opposed to belches fit for a bar king. 


He managed to jolt me back to wakefulness every fucking time | began to drift off. Without fail Whether it was 
a sigh, a groan, or him digging through a fucking drawer | knew had nothing in it. Anything to get under my 
skin, it seemed Jesus Christ, | just wanted to sleep. Was that too damn much to ask?! 


He finally, finally got quiet long enough for me to relax and fall asleep what had to be twenty minutes later. | 
was out like a light, man. Just fucking gone, straight into deep sleep. 


| was having quite a pleasant dream, | recall. It wasn't anything fancy or sexy, but just pleasant like a nice 
relaxing day by the pool, drink in hand with a pretty lady by your side, or just some good friends. Good food, 


too, if | remembered correctly. 

Can you imagine my disappointment when, once again, | fucking heard, "Hey, Duff?" 

It was quiet this time, cautiously timid. "Hey.. Psst! Hey, man. You asleep?" 

Being aware that | was currently drowning in a colossal drool pool didn't sway me. | was still breathing through 
my uncomfortably dry, ajar mouth and pretending as if | were still asleep, hunkered safely within my blanket 
cocoon. | didn't even flop to my other side, twitch a toe or nothin. Absolutely nothin to give away the fact 
that he'd awakened me for the hundredth time that night. 


Fuck that. Not this time, motherfucker! No weird, random, fucked up late night thoughts. No questions, no requests, 
no more stupid shit outta yal Just sleep. Wonderful, glorious sleep. 


Slash quieted down upon realizing he could no longer bug the piss outta me. | heard a humming, "Hmm," of 
consideration, maybe even resignation, then a creaking of bed springs, as if he were finally nestling himself 


down for the night. 


| breathed a sigh of relief. Fuck, it was about time. 


Satisfied, | nuzzled my face to the blanket, a tiny smile l'm sure he didn't see on my lips as | tried to fall back 
to sleep. 


"Mmmm... 


| perked right the fuck up at that sound. That wasn't a normal, relaxed, |-just-got-through-stretching, 


"Mmmm," either. That was.. 
| scowled to myself, Oh, great. 


Long, controlled, deep breaths drifted from the other bed, throaty, soft exhales following, an occasional sound 
of.. 


Good god, Slash.. Really?! 


One tired eye lazily opened, and | had to maneuver just a little bit to satisfy my curiosity, which was fucking 


morbid when | knew goddamn well what was going on, but | just had to see for my damn self. 


| peered out from my safety blanket, having to crack open the eye that was closer to the mattress for the 


entire image to come into focus. 


Sure enough, there he was. Shirtless, jeans still on, toes flexing and relaxing as he diligently palmed his crotch 
through the black derim. It looked like a rather rough grope, too. The veins on his hands were prominent 
through his skin as he massaged himself, his head facing away so | could only see a wall of tangled curls upon 


his pillow. 


| stared. | honestly just fucking stared, both eyes huge, my fingers scissoring the blanket a little wider so | 


could gawk unhindered. 


| grinned with a lewd bubble of excitement. Then | realized what the fuck | was doing and who the fuck | was 


watching. 


A mixture of guilt and pure thrill rippled through me. There were no other words for it. | mean, it wasn't 
nothing | hadn't seen or heard before. But this time | was more than happy to watch, and that conclusion was 


as puzzling as it was electrifying. 


I'd pretended to be asleep plenty of times while Slash was occupied having obnoxiously loud phone sex with his 
girlfriends. 


"Yeah, baby, Im savin’ a big load for you in my cumrag.. Wish | could blow it all over your big, perky titties and 
that pretty little face, dirty litte slut." 


Yeah, Slash had scarred me plenty of times with his nocturnal activities. 


We'd seen each other naked, participated in threesomes, orgies and the like. | knew what he was packing but 
there was something fun about this. Something dirty and exciting because he didn't know that | knew. | liked it, 
even if | kinda wanted to chuck a pillow at him and fuss that he was a mentally inept individual simply because 
there was a private bathroom less than five feet away. 


| wondered how drunk he was to have opted out of privacy, if he was that fucked up and just started going at 
himself thinking | was asleep. Was he just being lazy? Or had he forgotten about me completely? 


Oh shit, but maybe he hadn't. Maybe | was about to be the victim of a late night tea bagging, balls dropped on 
my face out of no where, or the possible recipient of a revenge load shot right into my hair.or worse, my 


face! Not that he'd ever done that before, or even threatened it. 


But why the fuck would he do that? Hell, why does Slash do anything he does? The man's a walking, talking 


eni gma. 


Honestly, | didn't know ard | didn't care. | just wanted to watch. | was starting to get litte tingles all over, the 
tingles of naughtiness, the tingles of arousal, the tingles of wrongdoing that felt kinda right, even if | knew it 


was fucked up. 


| silently snickered like a teenager who'd snuck into the girls’ locker room, feeling myself get hard but not 
daring to touch myself as | watched his head turn to lie flat upon the pillow. He slowly licked his full lips, his 
top teeth softly nipping his lower lip with another long, low sigh. His head gently lolled, and my eyes darted 
downward, my heart doing this strange flutter as his fingers toyed with the button on his jeans, popping it 


open and lowering the zipper in a smooth, graceful motion for one so fucked up. 


Slash's mouth parted with a tiny gasp, his hand sliding into his pants to pull his cock out. He didn't stop there, 
though. He pushed them a little ways down his hips, leisurely, serpentinely wiggling as he peeled them down his 
body, kicking them to the floor when they reached his ankles. | couldn't help but notice his distinct tan line, the 
dark contrast, almost purple, that began right above his thick patch of pubic hair, everything below it a pale 
blue in the light from the television. Except for his dick. 


That was somewhere between, long and rather thick. The head damn near reached his belly button as he 
pressed it to his stomach, his palm leisurely gliding along the bottom, almost petting himself, a few prominent 
veins managing to cast faint shadows when the light wasn't hindered by his hand. | saw it twitch beneath his 


touch, and he gave a soft, almost feminine little moan that made me grin. 


His hand ducked between his legs, gingerly tugging at his balls, and | watched his dick bounce slightly from the 
motion, tiny dots of precum left glistening on his dark blue abs, dabbed gently into the trail of hair on his 
belly, my eyes absolutely fucking glued to it. Goddamn, | really enjoyed the way his foreskin slid over the 


smooth, shiny head with his slow, almost experimental strokes. 


It bugged the hell outta me that Mr. Tits-For-Brains got a beautiful fuckin’ cock that | knew he could be self- 
conscious about when he wasn't shitfaced. Big fuckin’ deal, you're a little veiny and purple when you're all 
flushed and excited, asshole. Personally, | liked the veins. It also had nice proportions and was just over all a 


good lookin’ dick! And there ain't a lot of those in the world 
That mental admission gave me a jolt of scarily delicious satisfaction 


Sure, while I'd seen his dick I'd never actually studied it. It's one thing to see your buddy naked, but it's a whole 
other to blatantly check him out. | mean, you don't wanna be starir’ at your pal's dick while you're in the 


middle of tag teaming a chick, right? Might just ruin the mood and spawn too many uncomfortable questions. 


| swallowed in excitement, hoping like hell it wasn't audible as | tried to position my safety blanket just so, 
trying to prevent any damage so | wouldn't get caught. | was really beginning to like this! My dick was begging 
to be touched but there was no way in fuckin’ hell | was gonna act on it with him wide awake and going at 
himself. How the fuck would | explain that one? 


My mouth was ajar with fascinated hunger as | watched his tongue thoroughly wet his palm. He placed several 
long, wide licks upon it, and suddenly | found myself musing what those licks would feel like on my dick. His 
tongue sure looked warm and soft, and I'd seen what it could do to women, too.. 


The fantasy made my hips writhe for a moment, rubbing my dick against the mattress before | caught 
myself, biting my lip to silence a sneaky sound of lust that tried to eek its way from me. 


Slash didn't catch it, though. His eyes remained closed, his lips staying parted with long, heavy breaths. His 
mouth twitched a bit further open, and my skin tingled with heat as a breathy moan, a sound of utter sexual 
tension being released floated into the room. His fingers had finally wrapped themselves fully around his cock, 
and | swear | saw him smile to himself, just the faintest, easiest little tug of the corner of his mouth, his 


teeth gleaming softly in the blue light. 


His brows furrowed with pleasure. His lips quivered with his horny sigh. His head turned my way, another tiny 
smirk pulling at his mouth a split second before his eyes opened, looking my blanket-covered body over in a 
lightning fast scan before his eyes rolled, fluttering shut as his hand hovered right on the head of his cock in 
leisurely, diligent little strokes. 


A pang of actual, unadulterated fear bolted through me. He hadn't made eye contact, but.but did he know? Did 


he know | was awake? Or maybe was he just looking, making sure | wasn't doing the exact fuckin’ thing | was? 


That fright sure as shit didn't scare my dick, though. If anything it seemed to encourage it. | shifted the 
slightest bit, stealthily enough so the shitty springs didn't creak, and was aware of the little puddle of precum 
I'd left on the sheet, sticky and cool and fucking gluing the fabric to the head of my dick 


Goddamn it, | wanted to touch myself. | wondered if | jerked off with him, who would come first. | also 
wondered what it might feel like, you know..two dicks together, being jerked off at the same time. | wondered if 


his skin, even while hard, retained that warm, velvety softness mine did. Fuck, | was curious. 


| had been day dreaming so much | missed a good part of the show. By the time | focused on him his hand 
was pumping hard and fast, his right hand focusing on the head with slick, arousingly wet sounds, his left 
pulling and rolling his balls, his legs bolt outright in front of him, muscles clenched and stiff. | could even see 
the muscles in his ass flex, coiled as his hips gracefully swayed to his own touch, growing faster and jerkier 
by the second as his sounds of breathy pleasure intensified. 


| licked my lips at the sight of his shining skin, at the veins | could see glistening in the dim light. The sound of 
the damp friction and his own hushed whimpers were getting to me, and against my own advice | ducked my 
hand down to my own cock, emitting a quiet sigh, a silent cry of pure relief as | gave myself a few soothing 
strokes. 


Two throaty groans, like heaving exhales tumbled out of him, and | saw his face twist into one of impending 
climax, his brows low, his face almost scrunched as he fought to keep his sounds to a minimum, but he still 
uttered, "Oh.. Oh, fuck." in a deep, gruff whine that made my hand slightly speed up on my dick, tossing his 


head back against the pillow, his curls spilling over it, and a few rogue ones gluing to his damp face. 
He was getting close. His body was getting tense. | was getting fucking excited. Damn, | couldn't wait to see this. 


His rapidly chest rose and fell, a few trickles of sweat visible in the cobalt light of the television, silver 
rivulets rolling their way down his chest and stomach to trace wet lines over his hips and ribs. They shown 
like translucent rivers, accentuating the fluctuations of his body, the muscles that flexed and writhed as he 


grew ever closer. 


| was licking my lips with wolfish anticipation, forcing my hand to slow itself into motions of mere relief instead 
of focused pleasure as | watched, teeth nipping my lip, skin alight with lust, eyes fixed, darting between his 
face and his cock. 


He suddenly shook, his breath catching once twice, then three times, his entire body lurching, his stomach 
jerking. His back arched, his toes curled, and his mouth fell open with a soft, "Yeah, fuck!" as he focused on the 
head of his dick, his entire body stiff as the first two ropes of thick, pearly cum shot onto his stomach, right 


above his navel. 


He murmured quiet, groaning, "Oh," as his head rolled my way, his eyes once again looking me over, a bit longer 
this time, big and brown, pleading, even, right before they dropped to his cock His pants were soft, almost 
luxurious as he observed the last few jets of cum diminish into tiny strands that dribbled from his dick as he 
watched himself get off, his grip growing tighter as he squeezed every last drop from himself, his head lolling, 
his lips gasping, his gaze surprisingly hungry. 


He inhaled long and deep, his eyes fluttering closed as he stroked himself a few more times, shivering madly, 
gasping shakily every time his palm dragged over the sensitive head. His body relaxed like warm putty as his 
head fell back on the pillow with an utterly satisfied sigh, his curls creating protective poofs on either side of 


his face so the only thing | could make out was the tip of his nose and his parted, panting lips. 


| was reduced to a staring, gaping idiot, my dick clenched in my still hand. My heart pounded so hard | thought 
it might burst right from my chest. | was so fuckin’ aroused all | could think about was how my cock was 
throbbing, twitching and pissed off in my grip. Holy fuck, | couldn't get the look of his face out of my head, nor 
the way his dick jerked and pulsed as he came. 


In three seconds | made peace with the fact that | definitely had the hots for Slash. Shit. The fuck was | 
supposed to do about that?! Well, besides get off as soon as humanly possible. | guess that would have to 
come first and the rest I'd have to figure out on my own. He was my best friend--l couldn't risk openly acting 


on it. 


God, it looked like he was taking his sweet ass time enjoying his limbo, too. The fingers of his right hand were 
playing in the pearly pools on his belly while the left busied itself tugging a cigarette from his pack and lighting 
it when it was perched loosely between his relaxed lips, but not before | saw him sneak a taste of his own 
load, the flat of his tongue lapping rather interestedly at his index and middle fingers, his plump lips enclosing 
fully to suck them clean, his head bobbing gracefully as if he were sucking someone off. 


| looked on with yearning, trapped and horny beneath my blanket. Damn it, | wondered what he tasted like, what 


those lips would feel like around my dick 


He smoked with the easiness of one in no hurry, savoring his cigarette in his haze, and | suppose in his mind 
he wasn't because | was supposed to be fucking asleep, not wondering what it would be like to fuck around with 
my best friend. But soon he smashed his smoke in the black, plastic ashtray and carelessly dropped it where 
the busted lamp had previously been, giving me another look over, the longest, hardest, most suspicious one 


yet. 


| instantly clamped my eyes shut, praying like hell he hadn't seen me and was none the wiser to my perverse, 


voyeuristic pleasures that night. 


| kept my eyes shut for a while, unable to sleep, unable to relax, my balls tight and blue, my dick hurting, even 
after it went soft. Eventually Slash himself went to sleep. The springs on his mattress hadn't squeaked for 
eons, but mine sure did when | tossed myself on my opposite side, licked the fuck out of my hand and made a 
mad grab for my dick as if | were going for a touchdown pass, wiggling completely out of my shorts for easy 


access. 


| replayed everything | saw. From the first rub of his clothed cock, to the first time | saw it unhindered, naked 
in all its glory. From his twitching, orgasmic face, to the tiny ponds of jizz that dotted and streaked his tan 
belly, almost glowing in the darkness before he swiped them up and deposited them on his tongue. | thought of 
all that and more, so much more, my teeth sunken into my lip to keep me quiet, my skin on absolute fire for 


him. 


"Hey.. You asleep?" 


His whispering voice was close, so fucking close | nearly leaped out of the bed. | froze in terror, my dick going 
slightly limp in my hand as my eyes shot wide open, seeing nothing but the blank whiteness of fear. 


| stared at the wall, stiff as a board, tingling with alarm. | didn't even move as | stuttered, "S-Slash? 
What.what're you." 


"Shh." It was a quiet, oddly sweet little shush. "Here. Move over a little." 


| did. Vigilant, but intrigued. 


His chest was warm as he snuggled up against me, his smaller, firm body curving rather well to my taller one. 
| could smell whiskey and tobacco. | could smell the scent of his cum, then feel it on my lower back, a shoddy 

clean up job sticking to my skin. He was hard already and trying not to be obtrusive, pressing himself more to 
the mattress than he was to me, either considerate or nervous | was going to get pissed and punch him in the 


face. 
| didn't know what to think at the feel of his lips on my shoulder, at the sensation of his fingers splaying 
across my chest as his arm draped over me, his touch sliding lower and lower until his fingertips lightly played 


in my pubes, plucking lightly. 


| swallowed hard, my cheeks hot and tingling with conflicting apprehension and excitement. "You..you knew, didn't 


you?" 


His lips traveled from my shoulder to my neck, and | automatically exposed it to him, my body seemingly 


developing a will of its own, ignoring all the confused questions spawned less than an hour ago. 

He smiled against my skin, and | gasped, squirming back against him, curious, terrified, wanting, as his hand slid 
lower, enclosing completely around my cock, instantly returning it to its full hardness. For the first time his 
dick pressed against me, burning hot right against my ass. 

Goddamn it, why'd | have to moan when that happened? Why'd | have to move into it in a surge of excitement? 
But most of all why'd he have to sway right back, making us begin a slow, lazy cadence, his hand moving in 
time up and down my cock? 


His deep, breathy moan in my ear was was enough to make me shudder with lust. 


Slow, tiny kisses showered along my jaw. His puffs of breath were warm and hesitant as he hovered above my 


lips. 
| licked my own, our eyes locked before they lowered to the other's mouth. 


There was tension. There was hesitance. There was distinct desire thick in the air. 


The pad of his thumb made a lazy swirl around the head of my dick, smearing my precum into a slick, sticky 
mess upon my skin. | gasped, my brows knitting, my bottom lip bumping his with my speedy inhale, and he took 
the chance | was afraid to, lightly sucking my lip. 


My eyes slowly shut and my mouth enclosed on his, closing our wordless deal, goosebumps rising all over me. 
His kiss was so gentle, more tender than | ever would have expected, slow, full peck after peck until the tip of 


his tongue lightly prodded at my lip. 

| couldn't resist. It felt so good. He was making me feel so good just from this little bit. 

My tongue met his as it dipped inside, cautious yet passionate in its slowness. 

Holy fuck, | could've exploded on the spot. | was glad | didn't. | was hungry for a new experience, craving a 
touch and sensation | never before knew, my eyes shut, my lips parted, welcoming his kisses with quiet, 
moaning breaths, my hand gripping his hip, pulling him even closer, grabbing his ass, curious and eager to 


explore every inch of him. 


He was pleased, humming into the trail of kisses he was laying up the side of my throat, tenderly sucking just 


below my ear. 
"Think you're the only one who likes to watch? You're not" Warm, soft, full lips gingerly sucked my ear lobe, a 
small, knowing chuckle breathy upon it. His nose nuzzled me affectionately, his whispered words husky and 


honeyed, "You know..l'm glad you weren't asleep." 


"Yeah," | smiled, turning slightly to catch another taste of his his lips, a blush rising to my face. "Me, too." 


